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Poet* 

[OoddaySir. 

pain* I am glad y'arc well. 
Pott. 1 haue not iecne you long, how goes 
Vfae World? 
Tarn* I c wesres fir, as it growes* 
Poet. I that's well knowne : 
But wbas particular Rarity ? What flrange, 
Which manifold record not matches : ice 
Magicke of Bounty , all thefefpmts thy power 
Hath coniufd to attend* 
1 know the Merchant. 

Pain, I know them both: thothers a Icweller* 
Oiler. O 'tis a worthy Lord. 
lew. Nay that's moft fixt, 

Mcr. A moft incomparable man, breath'das it were, 
To an vntyreablc and continuategoodneffc : 
Hepafles. 

lw> Ihauealewellhcert. 

J4er. O pray let's fee'e For the Lord TimonSvc ? 

Jewel* If he will touch the ettimaie, But for that — 

Pm« When we for recompence haue prais'd the vtid, 
It ft anies the g!ory in that happy Verfe, 
Which aptly fin gs the good. 

Ulfer. s Tis a good forme. 

level. And rich ;hcereisa Watcrlookeye, 

Pain w You arc rapt fir> in fomc vvorkc, lomc Dedica- 
tion to the great Lord. 

Poet. A thing flipcidlelyfromme. 
Our Poefie is avaGcwne, which vies 
From whence cis nourUht : the fire l'rh'FIint 
Shewcs not, till it be ftrooke : our gentle fl jrtic 
Prouottes itfdfe, and like the currant Syes 
Each bound it chafes* What haue you there? 

pain* A Pi£hirc fit : when comes your Booke foith ? 

Pm. Vpon the heeles of my prcfentnsent fir* 
Let's fee your peer e* 

P&m> 'Tisa co id Peece. 

Sm w So 'tis* ciiis comes off wdl # and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 
, poet. Admirable; How this grace 
Spcakeshis owne ftsnding : whac a mental! power 
This eye fhooces forth? How bigge imagination 
Moues in this Lip! to ch*dumbnefi'e of the gefture, 


One might interpret. 

Pain* It is a pretty mocking of the life* 
Hecre is a touch ; Is't good? 

Poet, I will fay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificial! flrife 
Liues in thefe toutchesjhuelier then life, 

£ntcr certain* Senators* 
Pain* How this Lord is followed* 
Poet . The Senators of Athens, happy men, 
Pain* Looke moc< 

Po*You lee tbisconfi Jcnec*ihb great flood of vifitou 
I haue in this rough woike, ftiap'd out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With ampleftcntertainTBcm :My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moiies it fclfe 
In a wide Sea of wax^ no leuell'd malice 
I nfedh one comma in the courfe I hold, 
But flir* an Eagle fl ghr, bold, and forth a% . 
LeauingnoTiait bchinde* 

Pmn* How fhall Ivnderftandyou? 

Pm. I wilt vnboult to you. 
Yo j lee ho w all Conditions, how all Minde^ 
As well of glib and flippVy Creatures, as 
OfGtaue and a^fiere qnalkie, tender downe 
Their fern ices to Lord Tsmw : his large hoi tune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance 
All forts of hearts^ yea 5 from the glafle-fac'd Flatterer 
To Aftmmimj that few things loues better 
Then to abhorre bimfelfe \ eucn hee drops downe 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 
Moft rich in Timmi nod. 

Pain* I faw them fpcake together. 

Poet*. Sic J haue vpon a high and pleafant hill 
Feign 'd Fortune to be thron'd, 
TucBafeo'th'Mount 

Is rank'd with all deferts, all kiude of Nature* 
That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 
To propagate their fiates j among'ft them all? 
Wnofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fi*V 
On e do I perforate of Lord Tim^ns frame. 
Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her* 
Whofe prefent grace, to prefent flawes and feNftffll 
TranflateshisRiuah, 

Pain ^istoneeyuUtofcope 
Thi* Thtone,this Ftmime,and this Hill me 
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^b^Mman^wt"^ fron) the refi below, 
Ling hi* headagtinft she fieepy Mount 

his happincffe,wouidbe well expKf* 
taoiirCMditipn, 

f#t. Sir > D ^ he3re mt on : 
* 11 rhofc which were his Fellowea biit ot late^ 
r 0 J c better then his v^iew; oath? moment 
Slaw his brides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
.ijine Sacrificial! whifperings his care, 

Sacred euen his ftyrrop, and through blip . ' 
OfiokethcfrceAyre, _ 

f$st$* I D>arry t what oi tbeie ? ± 
I When Fortune inherfliiU and change of mood 
Maes downc her latebeloucd j all his Dependants 
ifUcb labour 'd after him to the Mounrainei top, 
i m oiY their knees md Hand, let him fit downc,- 
'faanc accompanying his declining foot. 

ptin. Tis common : 
ichoLifand moraii Paintings I can fii2W s 
jfctihali demonftrirethefe quicke blowes of Fortunes^ 
More pregnantly then words. Yer you cio w eJi j 
ToAkW Lord Timm % that meanc eyes bauc fecne 
The foot ab&ue the head. 

TrumfeU f&md* 
Enter L$rd Twwi 7 rMrcfixghbvfdfc cnrtcwjlj 
tocmry Smor* 

Tm* ImpriWd is he, fay yon ? 
tjttef. I my good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt, 
Hismcanes moll flioi^his Creditors moft ftraite: 
\ r oar Honourable tetter he defires 
Totliofe banc fhut hitn vpj which failing, 
Periods his comfort, 

Tm* Noble VentiMiu^tWv 
, am not of that Feather, to fhake off 
My friend wh&ii he mixh neede roc* I do know Mill 
AGentlemahjthat well defernes a hclpe^ 
Which he flhallhaue. lie pay the debt, and free him, 
Tilef* Your Lord (hip eucr bindes him. 
Tim* Commend me to him,I will fend his ranfome P 
And being enfranchised bid him come to mcj 
Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 
Uut to fuppoxt him after* Fare you well, 
liltf AS! happinclfe to your Honor* ^vr. 

Inter dn old Athenian* 

0!$m t Lord jWWieare me fpeakc- 

Tm* Freely good Father* 

Qldm. Thou haft a Seruanc nam'd Lncilim* 

Tim* I haue fo : What of him ? 

QUm. Moft Noble Timon, call the man before thee. 

Tm* Attends he hecre^ or no? Limilim. 
Heere at your Lordfliips fcruicc. 

Oidw m Thi$ Fellow heerc,L* Tm*n 2 this thy Creature^ 
By night frequents my houfe. lama man 
That from my firft hauebeene inclined to thrift, 
And my cftate deferues an Hey re more raised, 
Then one which holds a Trencher* 

Tim* Well : what further? 

Old. Onconely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfc, 
On whom I may conferre what I haue got ; 
The Maid is fairc^ch^oungeft for aBtidc, 
And I haue bred her at my decreft coft 
I« Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her loue : I pry thee {Noble Lord) 


loy ne with me to forbid him her refor^ 
Myfelfc haue fpoke in vaine* 
7m, Themansishoncftp 
Oldm. Therefore he will be Ttmo^ 
His honefty rewards him in it felfe^ 
It mufi not beavc my Daughter. 
Tim. Does foe ioi^e him ? 
Qldm. She isyongandapt : 
Our ovvne precedent pafilcns do infi:u£!; vs 
What leuitics in youth. 
, 7Vw>. Loue you the Maid? 
t>ut* l my good Lord,and flic accepts of it, 
QUm* Ifin^her Marriage my confenc be miffiq 
.t call the Gods to vvknEfTcj! will choofe^ 
Mine heyre fro^ forth the Beggersof the world,, 
And difpoffeife her alL 

Tim* How jlhall Hie be endowed. 
If fhe bemarcd with an e quail Husband ? : 

Qldm* Three Talents on the prefent - m in future^ all, 
Tim. This Gentleman of roine 
Hachferu'd me long: - 
To bivdd his Fortune, I will ftratne alittle, 
For'risaUondhimen. Gine him thyDaughtcr^ 
What yon beflov;, in him lie counterpoize^ 
And make him weigh with hex- 

012m, Moft Noble Lord, 
Pavvnc me to this your Honour, (he ishis# 

Tim . My hand to thce^ 
Mine Honour on my proniife, 

Z<xc. Humbly I cb^nkeyGvirLord^ipjnc^crmay 
That ft ate or Fortune f^)l into my keeping, 
Which is not owed to yoi>. Exit 

poet, Voachfafc nay Labour, 
And long hue your Lordfbip. 

Tim. i thanke you^ou fhall heare from mc anon : 
Go not away. What haue you there, my Friead ? 

Pain. A peece of Pamting.which I do befcech 
Yoiir Lordfl^ip to accept. 

Tim. PaiiUing is welcome- 
The Painting is afmofl thcNaturallman; 
For fince Djfhonor Traffickes with mansNature p 
He is hixi out-fide : Thefe Penfi I'd Figures are 
Eutii fuch as diey giue out. I like your worke, 
And you fhall finde 1 like it 5 Wait^ attendance 
Tilt you heare further from me. 
. P&in. The Gods prefsFUe 

Tim* WellfareyotiGcncleman jgiuemeyotlthand,. 
We mtifl needs dine together; fir your le well 
Hath fuffered vnder praife* 

Jewel* What my Lord, dtfpraifc? 
Tim, A meere faciety ofCommendations t 
If I ftiould pay you for- £ : ns extol d, 
It would Ynclew roe quite* 

Jewel* M y Lord, *ri 3 r ate d 
As thofc which fell would giuc : but you wdHctitiW, 
Things of like valew diff^ringin the Owners, 
Arc prized by their Matters, Bdeeu't dzctz Lord, 
You mend the Ieweli by the wearing \t t 

Tim Wellmock'd. Enter Aptrmswtftf* 

Mer* No my good Lord,he fpe^kes f common toong 
Whkh ail men fpcake with him. 

Tim* Looke who comes heere,wiIlyoubcchid? 
Jiwel. Wee*! bearc with your Lordftip* 
Mer, Heel fpare none* 
Tim* Good morrow to thee, 
Gen tie Aptrmmtus* 

gg % Aper, 
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